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Set somewhere in late ‘88/early ‘89, when Alex is 20 and Chuck is 26. 

| didn't really mean for this to happen but Chuck's got kind of a thing for Alex's voice and Alex telling him shit 
n directing and encouraging him during sex so here's a warning for that. Also | really tried to connect it all 


back together so it comes full circle and | think | got there. Hope you guys like it! 


Alex Skolnick truly is a sight to see. Lips parted, head thrown back, fingers working. Racing across a fretboard, 


grasping a pick that moved up and down with sharp, sure movements. 


Chuck won't give himself away to their other bandmates by watching too often, but Alex playing guitar leaves 
Chuck mesmerized. And, with all of the activity's similarities to playing guitar, Alex jacking off leaves Chuck 


mesmerized. 


Sharing a hotel room one night, as the pair have adopted a habit of doing, Chuck leaves to pick up a case of 


beer, leaving Alex to take a shower in the singer's absence. 


When Chuck returns, the shower's still running. He thinks of interrupting the guitarists shower for a kiss or 
maybe something more, but decides he doesn't want to disturb Alex's peace. Chuck opens a beer and picks up 


a magazine. 


Chuck stays this way until he thinks he hears his name. His head shifts toward the source of noise, but when 
he doesn't hear anything more, he ignores it. Then he hears it again. What the hell, he thinks. Walking over to 
the bathroom door, he's about to knock when he hears his name, gasped through a moan that can't be of 
anything but pleasure. 


Holy shit. Chuck opens the door. Alex is turned away from him, one forearm against the wall of the shower 
stall. Chuck doesn't even have to guess at what Alex's right hand is doing, its up-and-down pace significantly 


slower now than it is when he plays guitar onstage. 
Leaning against the door to close it, Chuck says, "Having fun without me?" 


Alex is startled at this, and turns around abruptly. His dick, long and engorged, with a purplish head that Chuck 
thinks he'd like to get his lips around, is still in his hand, and Chuck's eyes are drawn to it before they flick 


back up to Alex's face, now with a light blush spreading across his cheekbones. 


"Uh. Fuck. Yeah." Alex's voice is lower than it usually is as he responds, and the sound of his voice hits Chuck's 
ears and blood rushes south. Chuck may be Testament's vocalist, but its Alex's voice that does something to 


Chuck. 


"C'mere," Chuck says, stepping up to Alex. Attacking his lover's lips, which part willingly under his own, the 


older man replaces Alex's hand on his cock with his own. 


With Chuck's hand where he needs it, Alex lets another moan escape from his mouth into Chuck's where 
they're still making out like there's no tomorrow. There's a lot less room in Chuck's jeans at this point, and his 


shirt and hair, under the spray of the shower, are beginning to stick to his body. 


Chuck steps back for a moment to rid himself of his clothes, during which Alex releases a needy sound as he 
returns to stroking his own length that goes straight to Chuck's dick. 


"Fuck" Chuck doesn't think his cock could be any harder, but he's proven wrong once his clothes are off and 
he's stepped into the shower with Alex, the younger man's eyes scanning over his body. 


"So fuckin’ handsome." Alex's mouth goes to Chuck's neck after uttering those three words that make Chuck 
flush pink and get harder every time. He kisses and sucks and bites until Chuck is pliant and moaning and at 
Alex's mercy. Chuck gasps as Alex's cock makes contact with his own, managing out a "Tell me more," as he 


takes them both in hand. Chuck's free hand searches for a bottle of lubricant that he knows Alex must've 
placed on the shower's shelf if he was going to jerk off while in it. 


"You're fuckin’ beautiful, Chuck," Alex breathes when Chuck's thumb swipes over the head of his cock. "Better 


lookin’ than any man | could've thought of. 
Treat me so fuckin’ well, makir! me feel so good" Alex's mouth latches onto Chuck's neck again, right below his 


jaw, and Chuck knows the spot will turn purple. 


Once Chuck's found the bottle and he has sufficiently slicked up Alex's own fingers, he says, "Let me watch 
you." 


Alex turns away from Chuck again, and Chuck feels the love bite Alex has left under his jaw changing color. 
And Chuck watches as Alex works himself open for Chuck, other hand on his dick again, lips parting, emitting 
sounds that Chuck just cant get enough of. Alex's head is thrown back, reminding Chuck so much of Alex as 
he plays guitar. 


Soon it's too much for Chuck and he's lubricated his dick and taken ahold of the hips that are prominent on 
Alex's thin frame. "Are you-" Chuck begins, but Alex cuts him off with a breathy "Yeah," before he can finish 
his query. 


The first couple of inches are slow and then it's faster, Alex verbally and physically urging Chuck to go faster, 
go harder, give him more. And as Chuck does, he's rewarded with a series of moans that are the most 


glorious sounds he's ever heard exiting Alex's mouth. 


"Fuck yeah. Give it to me, man," Alex murmurs. "Oh, 

fuck." Hand now around Alex's cock, moving to the same rhythm as his hips, Chuck hears Alex's 
encouragements suddenly trail off and he knows he's definitely hit Alex's sweet spot. He aims for it again and 
again, complying with every groaned command Alex gives to him until they're spent and grasping one another 


and Chuck wishes he could stretch the moment out forever. 


Alex grins, and its the same smile he'll flash at Chuck when the singer says something charming or witty- 
which is quite often-or after a show when they're both spent and exhausted in a different way, and Alex'll 


encourage him not through words or vocal sounds, but through perfectly excecuted riffs and solos. 


Chuck can never stop drawing parallels between when he and Alex are alone and when he and Alex are onstage. 
And, in the end, onstage and offstage become one and the same, because whether Alex's doing what he loves 


or doing who he loves, Chuck thinks Alex is quite a sight to see. 


